ENKY and H
and Albwrt an
Mary
e g e
i ¥,
The turkey, all
stuffol, and basted
. nnd m;:' w
pou s platter
vwas turved npaide
down |
With Ita lags pointed
aliyward, 11s wings
pinioned back,
Anold Farmer Johin.
son began the at-
tack.
carved n nioe
plese from the rich
wlontidog brenst,
And pessed o his
wife —the first
deeo, anl beat
Then ssid, “Now,
Miss Jenny, what
eut do you likey
0, please glve mae
just what you hap-
pen o strike
Some white meat, or
dark, or s log, ora
wing.*
She waas n guest and
A awoel, }lrul.l.,
thing
o ”}“.l oightosn yonrs, and the farmer's boy
olmnin
Thoupht hover a damee]l was ons-half so bonnle,
The ‘armor’s Loy Albort was equally sure
That May—Jennle's sister—lis heartache eould
aure.
And so thoss two alaters, by apocinl request,
Waere there to take dinner, dressed up in thelr
best.
Jeunin was protty, and dainty. thongh vain,
While ;Hl}‘ wis mwore senable, bomely, and
indn,
'le]Jmmin the wiilibone,® aaid Johnnle at
inat ;
Ascordiugly, to her the wishbone was prssed,
And sll the while that her dinner she ate,
The wishbone was resting close by her plate,
With anited action, they all waded in,
il thesr koives sud their forks tunde o rogular

din,
e tarkey, when Anally Jaid on the shell,

fas only & wreck of ils onoe gorgeous solf
e squash, tle potnloes, aod oranberry ssuce,
And minoce ]l-lo aud pumpkin, with erust all sin-

LALLM

ad each done {15 duty, and every one

ew back and declared the dinuer was dena,
YNow, thon, who will wish?" cried Jounio, the

ndr,
An high up she held the wishbone in atr
~I will " anid they all, and then came n seufMe
Ingomuch that tho wishboue was lost iu the

shufMe,
.t:{ to mpy.

waa the first one the wishhone
Jear through the

parsced by Johunie, #he q v Al 1y
nitting-room Lisll,
inchnanter, in cellar, lu parlor
Then from eleir exhnus.lon
eladr,
With cheeks all adlow, and tamblodown bair;
Avd Johavde rushed up, sod without much ado,
Sumekod & ks on Lor His, sod 1 don't kKiow
putr two,
ot us wish,”
e,
Ii ts due you, 1 think, for your chinso to atone,”
Naw, doar resder, we ou ter v tokd you be-
fore
That, though May liked Alber:, she loved John-
e Inore,
And hor honeat wish, when she pulled on that
lu\nﬁr
Waa that some day she might have him all for
her own,

They yulled on the v

amnd all
dropped into a

sald May, “for I still have the

ishiboue, and May won the

L woas bor galn was by uo means his
lowm,

For feom that vory minnte affal

And Johnfe nis) Muy o

That when
Yinco

They1l bave hooked up t
ras,

Weknow not what Alfred and Jenuie will do,

But the neighbors sll think they will got mar-
ried

Now May |s rendy

Thaet thero'n boundless
wishibone,

LIKED TO MAKE A SHOW.

BY DRIFT,

% & turn
o lowrn
3 Lnkew ile

Thanksgiving

wgothier for life's rugged

Liwh
nt all times 1o own
virtue

HE Beggerlev's com-
mg bere to spoend
Thonksgiving?" said
Mrs., Nettleby., “Not
if I know 1t."

Mrs. _"-v"-]t.*}n}'.‘ Nul
chose-listod and caleu-
lating womun, who
lived in a bandsome

ey house in a stylish
neightorhoos in N- , hnd wak one of
those who, as her maid-of.all.-work ex-
rossod i1, “would skin a flea to save the
ide and tnllow.” Mrs, Nettleby liked
to make a show, but she had adeep-
rooted aversion to spending, And enler-

taining company on Thanksgiving Day |

was one of the things that could not be
scoomplished withoat the latter concom-
itant.

Mr. N’».-tl!--l-_\, a little, weak-minded
man, who viewed hi= big wifo withrespect-
ful sdmiration, looked dnbiocsly at her.

“But, oy dear,” said he, “how ar: vou
going to help it? They've sent word they
are coming.,”

"I'll go to your sistor Belinda's,
Sugartuek Connty. ™

Mr. Nettloby feit of his chin.
haven't invited us,” said he;
-.qrt.wi-»l y.

0. tiddlestieks!™ said Mra. Nettlehy.
*Belindn'salways glad to see e
<ehildren.
rge Mrs. Deggerlev and Ler »ix chil-
ren, and Mr. Beggerley'n two sisiors, |

up in

“They
“that 18, not

lu & turkey's |

and the |
And ns for staving nt home to |

cottage to the well for r, was

e Prcknaldt- aid the 1

Mrs. ?" sald the old
woman, in the bigh-pitched. shrill voice
which so often accom denfuons,
*You'rs her cousin from the eity, come
to spend Th iving! Well; if that
ain't too bad!  Mrs, Peckfiald started this
very afternoon for Ladd's Depotl; got
someo'relations as lives thera.”

“That's very strange,” said Mrs, Net-
tleby. *I telegraphed to her that I was
comwing, "

“Conldn’t a got the telegraph, I gue«s,”
said the little woman, Bat Mrs. Nettleby
knew better than that, for under the
corner of the piazza there lay a torn en-
velope of the Western Union Telograph.
And she knew that Mrs, Peckfield had
fled from her, just as she, Mrs. Nettleby,
had fled before the Beggorloy family,

“Bat I'll he even with her,” said Mrs.
Nettleby, grinding her false torth. “I'll
go 1o Lud 's Depot, What are the names
of ber relations there?”

The littlo ol | woman, after some medi-
tation, sa d that it was Jones. At least
khe thought it was Jones, She wasn't
quite cerlsin, It might be Smith, or it
might be Iirown. But she believed it was
Jones, Andshe believed they lived on
Thorn street. It was a long walk back to
the railrond depot, and the four little
Nettlebys were tired and cross, but they
fortunately sncceeded in reaching it be-
fore the last northward train started, But
it was an express and didno't stop at smnall
nces like Ladd's Depot, as Mrs. Nettle-
I:_\' found to Ler cost when she paid five
dollars for a hack to take her back to
Ladd's Depot.

On inguiry it was found that there were

about half a dozen families of the nam
of Jones at Ladd’s Depot. The first place
to whieh they drove on Thorn sirect was
a tenement honse, whore they all had the
soeariet fover. “Oh, myv!™ sad Mrs, Neot-
| tleby, “diive om, quick. This isn’t the
lrl " l:!"
The next wns =2 clergvman’'s house,
where o full-fedged prover-mecting was
| poing 1'.’]‘;L]_'- Ou “This isn’t the plnce
either.” snid poor Mrs. Nettleby, waxing
more and mwore in ﬁ.r--] air.

Aud the third was o vinegar-focod old
mauid whio lived with her married sister,
nud “never-had hewrd the name of Peck-
field in bher life.™

“Whut shall 1 do?" said Mys, Nettlely.

“DBetter go to n hotel, wa'am,” the
hackman, who himself was beginning to
get oul of pitience

“Buat it costs so much,” said Mrs. Neot-
tleby., “And to-morrow is Thank-giviug
Day. Is there o train goes Lack to-
night?”

“To-night?” sa'd the hackman, “Why,
it's pust eleven wre wly!  And my har-es
has got tbe epizootie, snd I couldn’t kecp
‘em out wo longer, not for no' ady! Dut
I 'pose 1 could take you to the twelve.
thirty night express lor » little extra!”

And tuis moderale specimen of the
tribe of huckwen courented to be satis-
fied with eight dollars,

“Ma?" whilspered Gervaso,
we going?"

“Home,” suid Mre, Nettle by, pronounc-
ing the word us if it woere a peanut shell
fhe wns crackiog. Thore was 6ne com-
fort, thongh—the Deggeriey family would
have bean pulsad by that time; and
after nll, cold beo? was a choaper way of
supplying the table than turkey at thirty
ceuts o ponnd,

It was £ o'clock the next day when sghe
reached her own bhaving paid in
hack and ear fare enongh to buy half a
dozen ten-pound turkeys, and with jaded
nnd fretfal ehildrgn, n violent head che
on her own score, nnd one of the travel-
ing-bags lost' "I'll stay at home after
this, " said Mprs. Neitleby to herself, "Eh!
Parlor window-blinds open! Veople talk-
ling! 1 do balieve Nettleby's got combpany
to Thaukigiving, afterall!™ And her henrt
gank down into the soles of her boots,
It was quite true. The sorvast-maia, with
A red and orred face, 0] ened thes door.

“Mary!" said Mre. Nottleby, “who's
hore?"

“Lots of people, ma'am,” said Mary,
looking gniltily over her shoulder.

“Wkere are they?" demanded Lher mis-
| treas,

sand

“where are

door,

\

SN

1 DON'T BELIEVE A

won't do it. Why, snoh a turkey ns they
would expect would cost thres dollars at
the very least. Get me a time-table,
Nettliby., sSend word to Mr, Brggerley
that I've gone away to spend Thauks-

iving.

Mr. Nettleby, who never dreamed of
ofpo-lng bis wife's will in this or any
©otier miter, wrote

where it rem 4ned; for he
about it. Mrs. Nettleby packed up her
oewn things and the things of the four
littie Nettle yu, and 100k the ufiernoon
train for Serng Holow, in Eu artock
County.

*Mamma,” #id Theodora Nettleh
the juvenile scions of the hou-e of Nel-
£lobry all had high-sonvdiug appelintions
—'ii lcoks all shot up and jonely. 1
don't believe any ova is ot Liome. ™

“Pshaw!” said Mrs, Nettloby, “Poople
in the conntry always live in the back
par: of the house.” Aund carryinga beavy
carpet-bag in her hand she trudged
awund to the je.r door, followed by
Theodors, Lavinia, Evengeline and Ger-
sume, each Inguing a smaller bayg,

Nobo«y responided to ber repeated vol-
Yey of knocks. but resently o little old
woman, who bad come {rouw & neighbor-

the letter meco'd- |
dngly, nod put it in his cont.t il poeket, |
forpot all|

A~
-, i
- - i

.::rs-‘-:"i‘ml!'” .|H-f|, Vil “?":_:

NYONE IN AT ROME,*

| *In the dining-room, ma'am." And
| Mary threw open the door, thereby dis-
closing n long table with three huge tur-
| keys, well browned, and a savory chickon.
pie that was a monntain in itself, and o
[ glnss reseivoir of eramberry sauce that
| set Mrs. Nettleby calouloting st once as
to the probable nmonut of dollurs ok in
its erimson billows; while, seated in hos-
pitable array sround the board, were Mr,
snnd Mrs. Begeerley, tho two sisters, and
the six little Dogge leys, Mr, and Mrs,
Smithers, soven little Smitherses, und the
six Leonard« of XMaine, second cousius
of Mr. Nettlebr—twendy-six in ad—in-
eluding her husband,

Mrs, Nettleby and her shildren sat
down nnd ate their Thanksgivivg dinner
with whal appetite they might, Dot Xet-
tleby hal rather a hard $ime of it that
night.

"My dear.” maid that sacrificial lamb,
“what was [ to do? They didn't get the
letter.  They sald they bad come to
spond Thavksgiving, aad of course I had
to order dinner, What else could I do?”

“Do? repeated Mra. Nettloby, in no-
cents of the biltarest seorn, “conldn’t

ou ¢lose al! the blinds, and lock the

nl door, and go down oellar and pre-

" tend mot to
wi

fever. The seven little Smitherses took it
of them, the maid took it of the Smith-
ersos, and Mrs, Neltloby had her winter's
work before her.

“I winh to goodness I had stayed at
bome," thought Mr«, Nottleby,

And the amouns of thankfulness wshe
folt that year was not opprossive, in spite
pif the Governor's Thanksgiving proclama-
tion,

What Next?

John Dervent and Peter Lotz ware
graduated at the same college on the
same day with equal bonors. Both
men wont West, and settled on ranches,
After six years one of their old pre-
"'“l]""“‘ visited them.

John was prosperous, but he knew
nothing of the world ontside of his own
ranch. He took no interest in polities,
in religion, in books, or in social ques-
tions; he hardly knew who was Presi-
dent ; he had long ago lighted his fires
with his text-books. For two days he
talked to his visitor of his cows and
bullocks, of the rates of cattle on the
hoof in Chieago, and of Leef in New
York.

When the professor tried to interest
him in any other matter, he starved at
him vacantly, or fell asleep in his chair,

The wvisitor went on with anxious
foreboding to Lotz's ranch. Deter,
too, had been successful: he was
shrewd and alert in his business, bt
he was a man of broad general infor-
mation and sympathies. His interest
was as keen in the questions of the day
as if he lived in New York or Chicago.

His friend nsked him presently how
he had contrived to keep himself thus
alive and young in thought.

“My father,” said Peter, langhing,
“waus o fruit-grower. He had one
maxim: ‘Never let vour orchard run
down." He iuccssantly set out new
trees, that were growing and ready to
bear when the old ones wore out,

“When I left college, my brain was
vory muaoh like an orchard with plenty
of plants in it ready to bear fruit. I
resolved not to ‘let it run down,' 1
would not be satistied with the knowl-
edge 1 already had., I would bring
in new slips and seedlings, I took the
best daily newspaper, the best literary
mugazine, the hest veligious journal in
the country. 1 helped build a ehurch
aml school-house in the !H-igll!-l!!'l:-unl.
I got up reading elubs, lectures and
concerts. In short, I followed my
father's rule, and setout new plants in
my brain, instead of waiting ealmly
until the old ones should wither and
die.™

It is easy to tell, when we meet mid-
dle-nged or old ]-n--;plp‘ whether l]n-_?
have, like John Dervent, left the in-
iellectual growth of their youth to
wither and die, or, like his elassmate,
have taken in daily wew ideas and
knowledge,

“What vext?” says the busy farmer,
as he looks at the ground from which
one ecrop has just been reaped. He
makes hoste to row another.

Many of the boys and girls who read
these words have lately received a di-
ploma st some collega or schiool, and
gone out into the world.

What vext?

I= your intellectual life to end now?
Is vour brain to feed, during all these
coming years, on the small portions of
Greek, mathematies and ||i~!uI’_\‘ it hans
received?  Or will you daily plant the
seed of o fact here, or set the graft of o
new thought there?

The man of to-day mnst work hard,
if he means to keep himsel! up with
the life of his time, So rapid 18 the
march of intellectual development that
the man who does not do this 18 soon
pushed aside and forgotten,— Youth's
Companion.

What Hare gm:up- Are Worth,

The high prices which the rarest
specimens of stamps now realize will
explain how it is that the trade in for
geries has become what it is in these
days, The 1840 English stamp, V. R,
iblack), with the letters in the npper
corners, will ensily feteh £10 used and
L3 unused. The black stamp, without
the letters V., 1., can be sold for one
penny aud two pennies each. The red
peuny Englishh stamp heads are not
worth much more than waste-paper
price. The standing prices are for the
rarest stamps

Cabul, eamplote fasnes
1847, Mauriidns
1558, Sandwich Islands, ...
& 18, Hritish Guisana
1553, Britlah Gulans.
T Natal, et Jenstue
1=, Caproeof Good “l' .
Bruemns Ayres -
Beorgodort!
6 1A%, Caondian 2
10 1850, Bragdl, perlorated.... ccoivviaiscannne

London lohe,

Rp—— . ]

Badly Twisted,

Customer (rushing into hardware
store)—1've just got time to cateh a
train. Give me a corn-popper,

Facetions dealer—Don’t you mean a
pop-corner ?

“Yes, n cop-porner. Hurry up !”

“Don’t you mean a pon-corper ?°

*Hang 1t" (exeitedly), “I said porn-
copper, dida’t 27

“No" (ulso excited), "you said pon-
corper.”

“1 suid corp-ponner.”

“You said porp-conuer.”

“I didn’t,"

“You did."

*You lie.”

“You're anether,”

“Take that.”

“And that”

(Five dollara or thirty days next
morning, )—New York Sun.

A Presaming LMile Girl

A little girl, who made very frequent
use of the word “gness,” was one
day reproved for it by her teacher.

"Doa’t say ‘guess,” Mary,” said Miss
Jones, “say ‘presume,’”

Presently one of Mary's little play-
mates coming up to her, rnmnrku‘l:

“I think your ecape is very protty,

and my mamma wants your mamma to
lend her the pattern, beoause she is go-
ing to make me one like it.”

“My mammas has no pattern,” was
the prompt reply; “she cut it by pre-
sume,”

WHES thieves fall out honest men
should got their work in,—New Orleans

Ficayune.,

CHIEF SITTING BULL.

ACCORDING TO GENERAL CRDOK HE
WAS AN ARRANT COWARD,

Ounly a Medicine Man, Mo Han Away from

the Cusier Fight snd Viewed It from o

Mil-Quesr Experiences of the Sloux
Connlasloners.

INCE their re-
turn from the land
of the redman, tien,
Crook, Major War-
ner und Mr, Fos-
ter, the gentlemen
composing the
Sionx commiasdon,
have had many iu-
teresting expori-
onces to tedl of
their visit among
the Sloux. Asked
about the proms-
inont people among
the Indians, espe-
clally concerning

- Sitting Bull, Ma-

Jor Warner sald:

- “A great chief

——1 ‘*‘among the whites,

but & mere medicine man among the luo-
diana '*

“Of course he would not sign the ratifi-
eation,' sald Gen. Crook. *He koew it
would injure his reputation with the old
maids around Boston, who have given him
his fame, to bave it go abroad that he had
cousented to the surrender of the Indian
lands to the government, We made an
effort to biring him over. He is without
influence among his own people, and they
knew his stubbornness sprang not from
patriotism. It is odd—the name Sitting
Bull bas throughout the world., It arose
from a false account, originated by him-
self, of the Custer massacre. He was the
first Indian to bring a report of the aflair
to u telegraph sia-
tion, and the picture
he drew of the mas-
sacre, with himself
in the thick of the
fighy, scalping ofll-
(a ) and saldiers
right and left, mads
an indelibla impres-
swn on the aforvsaid
oud malds T ey
sont him presents,
bought bis nulo-
groph at stifl prices
Tor he had learned at
an agency school to
write L« name —and
dubibed him the inst
great chief of the
Niout. They had the entree to enough
meagasines and boys' periodicals to sopread
their adnlation of his charseter. He went
Fast and his journey was a trinmph. The
truth is that Sitting Bull, wh ' was only o
madicine man, ran away Trom the light
and viewed it from a hill When the

RED CLAUD.

masiacrs was completa be descende | to the |

filled his bLelt with scalps
torn from the dead. ‘The real leaders at
the Custer massancre weres lod Cloud, who
beaded the Western Indians, and Gall,
who chargsd at the front of the Eastern.
Though all Indian fighters know that Sit-
ting Bull s a cownrd, nothing seems
disiodge him from the esteam of the old
malds of Boston, and they were still writ-
for his autograph when we were at
Standing RRock. ™!

“From what Indinns did you encounter
the stroagest opposition””’

“From the rich squaw men among the
Cheyennes, " said Mr. Foster, “Thesgquaw
men are whites who have married Indian
women and been sdopted into the tribes
Under the treaty of 155 they are re-
carded as Indiaps, and their signatures
wols RS those of the real
reds, ™

“Rich, di1 vou say*"

“Yen, some of them are worth hundreds
of thousands of dollars in eattle, which
range along the Cheysnne river. That is
why they declined to slgn., They did not
wunt their pastures atwidged by the ces.
sion of Iand t» the goverpment Tha
waalthior squaw men ara old Frenchmen
who went out West as boys with the
Ameriean Far company Depre, Narcisso
Narcelles, and Claymore on the Cheyenne
are worth at least 1], D00 sach

““Depre has the onlv herd of buffalo
left in the country. He has only twelve,
but he fatrying to preserve them as if his
hope of returning to Faris when dead de-
pended on ™ And he bas a daughter,
half-bloodes, of courss, who s one of the
mast beantiful women [ have ever seen.
Her form is perfect, possessing the lithe-
ness of her mother's race idealized, ber
chesks are tintsd bronze, and her eyes are
deep brown, | did not ses her mother,
but was told she was a veritable Poca-
hontasx The daughter is married to
Douglas Carlin, a son of Cen. Carlin, and
they live at the Cheyennoe agency.

“We had many funny experiences, '’
continusd Mr, Foster, *“*We always had
ditliculty in getting ourselves understood
in our set specches to the Indian councils
We relied omn jocal interpretars-—in most
cases Indluns who had been taught our
Innguagze nt the agencies—and the way
they bungled our speeches would have
made o man, proud of his oratory, sick. 1
wad making a speech at SBtanding Hoek,
‘White man has but littie land,' I said in
the course of an argument to show that
it was better for each man to own a plere

of land, ns among

the whites, than to

bave the land held

in common, as

among the Indians

Judge of my feel.

ings when Mra. Me-

Laughlin, an agent's

wile, who wns fa-

miliar with the In-

dian tongues, told ma

that the sonitencs

had been rendered

by the Iinterpreter

‘White man hasn

budding little lamb. *

But I think the didl-

oilties experienced

MR, X0 FLESH, Ly the Indians in

mastering our language may be best tllus-

trated Ly m letter, of which I had an exant

copy made, written by the 1l-year-oid

granddaughter of Hed Cloud to her eousin,

the granddaughter of old No Flesh. It ls

the result o' seven years of boarding schonl

culture, alled by a velume ¢f Crable's

Synonyms, oo & promising feminine sav-
age mind, "’

This is the letter:

HOuALLA Boanpivng 8Scmoor, PiNe
Rivox Asexcy, Dakota, June 4, 1887 —
My Dear Counsin: I am going to drop them
fow liues to let you know | am going to
interlfueantion so yon, but I am not going
to informant you many words, we all go-
ing to have vacation next thiee weeks |
did not necept your acceptable letter for
long ago but you must excuss me my
vousin you muost intellectually what I says
I am in a burry to interdineation so I must
interiineation imcompassionate words so
you mugt ssk  your teacher thelr hep
them interrogation and dear cousin two
imterrupt me 1 interlineation  this
lotter but their do so this I made
biack all over that ome & blot] I in.
strumentality ask your instructor | am

olng to toll yon who | stay with in this
ﬁurdlng Boboul Mis vulia Eemp &

battiadeld and

ing

Neveisary &

tni

'||r|' [

AR

it you accept my indigent letter 1 will
cept your letter before the
make us bave vacation. Now this all,

KITTING BULL

am golog to work now bell rang so 1 must
going go to work | work in laundry whis
nsk your abodarian, this one meant

| teacher that is me Miss Emily R, Cloud to

her cousin Mabel No Flesh good by & by
write scon | am astonished hurrah.*'

*i1'd No Flesh, Mabel's grandfather,'' |

said Major Warner,

““‘was a big, bony

Indian of iron con-

stitution, thestanch-

est  courage, and

great influcnce at

Fine Ridge. 5o re-

markably free was

he of any surplus

f'esh thai the In-

dinps, who are never

fat, sccentuated his

pecailarity by the

name they gave

him Ha was in HiS RORSESR
favor of the ratification and gave us
powerful aid. But after putting his own
signature to the papers which
liis land Ao died, ™’

“*Are any of the chiefs who wore
war paiot la the bloody foriies
alive"

“Searcely one,'’ sald Gen, Crook. ‘‘The
Indiaus have fow veterans in the senss of
old warriors. I they had a ponsion burean
the pensions would have to be drawn by
their young and middlo-nged fighting men
or left undrawn, The oldest chief of any
note wa mot was  Uld Man Afraid of His
Horses, whose reputation is as minch dueto
tiwe prowess of his son, Young Man Afraid
of His Horses, ns to his own deeds. Yot
he is but 70 years olil. He makes a ven-

OLD MAN AFRAID OF

the
stiil

erable figure, howaver, among his people,

and in n council of the chiefs passes for
ong who draws bis wisdom not alone from
this life, His face, strangely enough for
an Indian's, woears & serene sivile whicn
seems to bear out the character, '

“Did you meet any Indians whose intel
ligence really lm-
pressed you''

At the Stamiling
Rock agency,’' an-
swered Mr, l'os'vr,
Ywa mast a man
whose strong senss
would be conceded %
m._\-whnru, and who r
struck us an  intel- 3
lectnal giant in com-
parison with other
[ndinns, Ha is
known to the whites
as John Grass and
to the Indians nas JOHN GRASS,
Charging Bear, and by reason of his su
perior mind is the most prominent chief
on the reservation. He could not be the
leader he is, howaver, were he not known,
to be also Lrave. His speech in
answer to the proposition we submMted
liis tribe for accession of part of their ter-
ritory was by far the ablest we heard, and
every chiel of any following at all ad-
dressed us, | have proserved a shorthand
report of the Interperter's version of his
gpvech. It will show that he understood
the treaty of 1568 and the recent act of

EED CLOUD'S GRANDDAUGATER,

Congress with a regard to dutail beyond
the giasp of most Indians. His questions
waors pertinent, and his illustration of the
impression prodaced on him by the gov-
erament’s proposal to pay $1.50 an acre
for surrendered land which might be set-
tled by whites the first year, 70 cents the
second year, and 58 cents therealter was
particularly good.'

Tur frigate bird of Africa is the swift- |

est of winged creatures—so rapid that
sailors believe it can start from
home in the morning and alight in
Amerioa on the evening of the same
day, thus crossdng the Atlantie in about
eleven hours, Lnlightened observers,
howaver, place the speed at one hun-
dred miles an hour,

Ir is asserted that no flowering plant
was over fonnd growing within the Ant-
arctic Cirele. Hutthee ave 762 differ-
ent kinds in the Arctio Cirele, fifty of
which are confined to that rezion. The
colors are elilefly white and yellow,

It has been satisfuctorily demon-
strated that the arsenites are effective
against the codliyg moth: that in their
use there is no danger to the fruit of
the tree upoy which they are used,

Yie ided u P

Thankfal the mercury
reached zero,

Thank{ul the load is no heavier.
‘I: - ,ﬁ.}-'i l“

. J'

G e

../""("

Thankful that no company is present
to witness his awkward carving.
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Thankful he left the

—

safe,

—_

Thankful there iz but
cornetist ia the block,

SNe amateur

I |
Thankful everything was not put
ut of his reach.




